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and being attracted by something out of doors, forgot
our little prisoner. A search was made, and patient
baby at last discovered curled up and fast asleep in her
dungeon cell, out of which she emerged so rosy and
smiling after her nap that we were forgiven our care-
lessness."
Louisa could remember her fourth birthday. She
wore a crown of flowers, and stood upon a table, while
the neighbours' children marched past and offered their
birthday greetings. She gave to each child a small
cake, and when the last girl came she had only one cake*
so that she understood that if she gave this cake to the
little girl she would have no cake for herself, a most
unfair arrangement, she thought, seeing that it was her
own birthday. Her mother saw the difficulty and said,
" It is always better to give away than to keep the nice
things ; so I know my Louie will not let the little friend
go without." Louisa says, " The little friend received
the dear plummy cake, and I a kiss and my first lesson
in the sweetness of self-denial—a lesson which my dear
mother beautifully illustrated all her long and noble life."
Sometimes during her childhood, Louisa would stray
from home, and she has related that, " On one of these
occasions I passed a varied day with some Irish children,
who hospitably shared their cold potatoes, salt fish, and
crusts with me as we revelled in the ash-heaps which
then adorned the waste lands where the Albany Depot
now stands. A trip to the Common cheered the after-
noon, but as dusk set in and my friends deserted me,
I felt that home was a nice place after all, and tried to
find it. I dimly remember watching a lamplighter as
I sat to rest on some doorsteps in Bedford Street, where
a big dog welcomed me so kindly that I fell asleep with
my head pillowed on his ctirly back, and was found
there by the town crier, whom my distracted parents

